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In this dreary and comfortless region, it was no inconsiderable piece of good fortune to find a little cove in which we could take shelter, and a small spot of level ground on which we could erect our tent.

From the journals of Captain George Vancouver
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A Pound of Flesh




God only knows where he found an orange-plaid suit. Probably some retro consignment joint up on Broadway. Jacket two sizes too small, with the shoulders sticking up like epaulets. Trousers six inches too short, like he was expecting a flood or something. Big cuffsbrogansno socks.

His lawyer, Myron Mendenhal, on the other hand, was the very soul of sartorial elegance. Natty in a charcoal-gray three-piece. Pinky ring, with a diamond as big as the Ritz. A habitual cuff shooter who kept the Rolex double diamond tastefully in view at all times. After all, when one tilled the personal injury end of the legal field, it was merely good business to look as prosperous as possible.

Mendenhal had already stated his case. Two or three times, in fact. On behalf of his client, he was filing a lawsuit against both the city of Seattle and the state of Washington. Wrongful and malicious prosecution. Three million in compensatory damages. Ten million in punitive damages. Each. Individual civil actions to follow.

Only reason he was still talking was so his client wouldnt. Last time Bozod opened his trap, all hell had broken loose. A guy in the front row had lost his composure and tried to crawl over the table at them. Hed clawed halfway through the forest of microphones before the female cop grabbed him by the belt and jerked him to the floor. Took four officers to get him out of the room and ten minutes to get the electronics back in order. The echo of the mans anguished cries still ruffled the drapes, and a scent of spent hormones hovered in the air like gunsmoke. No doubt about it; Myron Mendenhal was prepared to run his mouth for as long as it took.

How do you compensate a man for three years of his life? he asked. Is there some dollar figure that can repair the heart of a man who has lived for years under the specter of his own imminent death? Who has lain upon the table of death? I think not. Can we

The client leaned toward the mikes. If it aint me or him, just gonna be somebody else, you know.

Excuse me? one of the reporters lining the wall said.

Mendenhal covered the nearest mikes with his arm and whispered something to his client. First, imploring. Then, insisting. The audience caught its collective breath when the client reached over and clamped his big hand over Mendenhals nose and mouth. With the bug-eyed lawyer still squirming behind his half-acre palm, the client curled his rubbery lips and scooted his chair closer to the alphabet-soup collection of microphones.

Said theres always gonna be somebody out there killin bitches. Bitches and mo bitches is gonna be dyin all over the damn place, till you-all up to your damn ass in dead bitches.

Seven separate cameras recorded the onset of what happened next. The man sitting front-row center slowly got to his feet. He ran both hands over his face, like he was wiping away spiderwebs. He turned his back on Mendenhal and his client. Leaned over and appeared to whisper in the ear of the woman seated in the chair beside him. By then, the half dozen rent-a-cops stationed around the hotel ballroom were all moving his way, but it was too late.

When the man straightened up, he was holding a WWII-vintage Colt forty-five automatic in both hands. With tears in his eyes, he looked out over the crowded ballroom and uttered a single syllable. And then he turned toward the front of the room, raised the gun, and began pulling the trigger.

Run the NBC tape and you can see the client take four direct hits in the chest. Each time the force rocks his chair up onto two legs, only to have his weight slam it back to earth. Slow it down and you can see the impact of the bullets as they tear through the garish fabric of his suit. Watch the second slug go high left, taking off part of the shoulder, painting the side of Myron Mendenhals face with a high-pressure spray of blood and bone. Stop it right after the third impact dents the suit; run a couple more frames. Then, right before your eyes, seems like all at once, the plaid fades to red and the client falls slowly from his chair with that odd, enigmatic smile still frozen on his lips.

By that time, the ballroom is in complete panic. When the man with the gun turns back toward the crowd, only the brass-balls NBC cameraman keeps it rolling. Everybody else hits the deck. The rest of the network footage looks like The Blair Witch Project.

People who were thereand God knows half the city claims to have been present at the timesay the air was instantly sucked from the room, leaving the lungs scratched and dry, in that awful silent moment when the guy put the gun in his mouth and pulled the trigger.










Chapter 1




Monday, September 17
10:07 A.M. Day 1 of 6

In the year when summer never came, the spring rains lasted through July and then into August and September, until finally, with the leaves still green on the trees, people bowed to the inevitable and abandoned their memories of the sun.

More out of habit than duty, Bill Post flicked his eyes toward the street. Just in time to see her dismount the number 30 bus and step awkwardly out into a gray, driving rain. He watched as she pulled the hood low on her head and sloshed her big brown shoes across the sidewalk toward the front doors. Once inside, she removed her green raincoat and shook it out over the black rubber runner. He couldnt remember ever seeing anyone go to that much trouble to keep water off the floor. Like somebody was going to make her clean it up or something.

In other years, he might have mentioned the rain, and they would have nurtured the bond that forms among those who suffer together. Not this year, though. This year, spring and summer had come and gone like wishes, washing any expectation of relief so far downstream that the state of the weather was no longer considered polite conversation.

From behind the security desk he asked, Something I can help you with?

She seemed startled by the sound of his voice. I hope so, she said. I need to see a Mr. Frank Corso. Hes a writera reporter here. She draped the dripping coat over her arm and approached the desk.

Is Mr. Corso in?

Not that I ever seen, the guard said with a chuckle. The guy I replaced said he used to see him once in a while, but I been here just under two years and he aint never been in during my shift. Night crew says he comes in sometimes to see Mrs. Van Der Hoven, but I personally aint never seen him myself. He leaned back in his chair.

When he tilted his head forward and looked at her through the upper half of his bifocals, he instantly realized he was supposed to know who she was. He sat up straight. Closed the travel brochures hed been reading and stuffed them in the top drawer. Tried to let it come to him, but wasnt surprised when he couldnt put a name to the face. In recent months, he seldom could. Hell, if he didnt hang his car keys on the same hook in the kitchen every night, he couldnt find the damn things in the morning.

Maybe somebody else could help you, Miss? He left it a question.

She looked like she was going to cry. Mr. Corso has to see me. She said it like daytime TV. You tell him Leanne Samples is downstairs and needs to talk with him on a matter of life and death.

The name did it. It was her all right. The girl from the TV. He kicked himself for not recognizing her right away and wondered again if he shouldnt discuss his failing memory with his doctor. He picked up the phone. Who? Mr. Hawes? He was the honcho. The managing editor and all that jazz. Yeah. Last button on the right.



Natalie Van Der Hoven pulled her head back and looked down her nose at Bennett Hawes, her managing editor. She was in her mid-sixties, with a face from an ancient coin. Pointed and haughty like a hawk, with a fear of God gaze to match. Wrought-iron hair and shoulders wider than most mens. Machete murderers jumped to their feet and doffed their caps when she entered a room. She had that kind of style.

You cant be serious, she said.

Thats all shell say. She lied at the trial. That and how she wont cooperate with us unless Corso writes the story.

Always impeccable, in a Nordstrom three-piece suit, Hawes claimed to be five-nine, but in reality stood about five foot seven. He wore what remained of his sandy hair combed completely across his scalp and sprayed in place. Worked out five days a week at the gym up the street. Everything he did, he did quickly.

She raised an eyebrow. Surely she can be persuaded.

He scratched the back of his neck. I dont think so, he said.

You explained that Mr. Corso no longer works directly for the paper?

The distinction between direct and indirect employees seems to be lost on Miss Samples. As far as shes concerned, she reads his column in the paper twice a month, so he works here.

Did you explain Mr. Corsos aversion to the lime-light? That he hasnt been seen in public since he hit the bestseller list?

Hawes nodded disgustedly. She doesnt care. We either produce Corso today or she takes her story up the road. He turned his palms toward the ceiling. Why she wants Corso is beyond me.

Did you ask?

Hawes made a sour face. She said it was because he washe used his fingers to make quotation marks in the airnice to her back then. Jamming his hands in his pockets, he paced across the room.

Do we have a number for Mr. Corso?

I was hoping you had one, he said.

She shook her head. When Mr. Corso wants to chat, he calls me.

What about his agent?

Some woman in New York named Vance.

Shell have a number.

Not that shell share with us, Mrs. V. said. Ive tried before.

I went down to accounting. We send his checks to a P.O. box in the U District. Hawess normal pacing suddenly took on the air of a strut. She searched him with her eyes. You think you know something, dont you? she said.

He kept his face as bland as a cabbage. I might, he admitted.

Come on now, Bennett, she prompted. Out with it.

A smile escaped his thin lips. While I was down in accounting, I went through his expense file. Gave me an idea how we might be able to find him quickly, he said.

Oh? she said. At one time, people made careers of trying to find our Mr. Corso. What makes you think you can run him to ground?

They never had to pay his expenses.

Such as?

Such as Corso hired a local private eye a couple of times. I know because we paid the guys bill. I think the guy probably knows where to find Corso.

Who would that be?

Guy named Leo Waterman.

Bill Watermans boy?

Yeah.

She managed a small smile. I havent seen Leo since he was in short pants, she said. As you know, his father and my late husband, Edmund, were quite close. What makes you think Leo could find Mr. Corso?

I saw the two of them having a beer together one time, when I stopped for cigarettes. Over on Eastlake, a neighborhood dive called the Zoo.

Thats all?

You know how Corso is. He hates everybody. For him, having a beer with somebody is like a long-term relationship.

Hes not that bad, Bennett, she scoffed. Thats just his act.

Hawes made a noise with his lips. If that arrogance of his is an act, he ought to get an Academy Award.

Its just his way of protecting himself.

Hawes snorted. By this time, if anybody out there still wanted him dead, hed be dead.

Not physically. Emotionally.

Hawes scowled. Christ, I feel like Im on Oprah. He crossed the room. So, what do you want to do?

I dont see how we have a choice here, she said after a moment. The Himes execution is six days off. Not only do we have a moral obligation to the public, but I dont have to tell you what a story such as this could mean to the paper.

Noshe didnt. An exclusive like this could go a long way toward rescuing the Sun. If not financially, then at least in terms of restoring some measure of credibility.

Problem is, even if we do find him, he wont do it, Hawes said. Why should he? He kept pacing the room, slowly shaking his head. Last time I looked, that new book of his was number seven on the New York Times bestseller list. He doesnt do interviews of any kind. He doesnt sign books. He sure as hell doesnt need the money anymore. Why in Gods name would he open himself up to all that abuse? Quite frankly, Im amazed he still sends in his columns.

Mrs. V. smiled. Mr. Corso and I have an agreement, she said. And Mr. Corso is an unusually honorable man.

Lotta people dont think so.

Lots of people like professional wrestling, she said.

Hawes snorted and shook his head. Hed have to be crazy to get involved in something like this. The whole New York Times libel thing is going to end up right back on the front page. No way hes going to let that happen.

Ironic, isnt it? Mrs. V. said.

Whats that?

That the same mighty newspaper that so publicly fired Mr. Corso for fabricating a story now gives him free publicity for his fictionalized reporting efforts.

Bennett Hawes was beyond wistful irony. He paced the room at breakneck speed. Even if I do find him, hes just going to tell me to kiss his ass, he blurted out. Excuse my French, but you know he and I arent exactly, he said.

Bennett Hawes had been managing editor for twenty-one years prior to Corsos arrival. Hed lobbied long and hard for Corso not to be hired. First time they met, hed asked Corso for an explanation of New York. Corso told him he didnt have one. Then Ill never be sure I can trust you, Hawes had said. Corso said he didnt blame him. Said he wouldnt hire himself either. Fortunately or unfortunately, depending on your outlook, Mrs. V. had insisted.

I know, Mrs. V. said.

She opened the top drawer of her desk, pulled out a piece of pale blue notepaper and a matching envelope. He couldnt see what she wrote, but whatever it was fit on a single line. She then reached down into her bottom drawer and fingered her way to what she was looking for. Found it. A scrap of white paper folded in thirds. She signed her name to the note, folded the page in half, slipped the white scrap inside, and sealed the envelope. If he can find him, have Leo give this to Mr. Corso.










Chapter 2




Monday, September 17
2:16 P.M. Day 1 of 6

The hunted develop an eye for detail. An inner lens for imprinting the lay of familiar land or the fall of shadows at a certain time of day. He spotted the silhouette as soon as he turned the corner. A guy waiting by the womens showers. He stopped the car. Shifted into reverse and then backed to the far end of the lot.

As he got out and walked to the back of the car, he flicked his eyes in the guys direction. Big son of a bitchwhoever he was. He opened the hatchback and bent down as if to remove something from the car. Then quickly duck-walked between parked cars until he reached the opposite side of the shower building.

He slipped off his boat shoes and pulled a steel ballpoint pen from the pocket of his raincoat. With his shoes stuffed into his coat pockets, he peeked around the short side of the building. Empty. He covered the distance and then peeked again. The guy still stood in the eaves, peering out at the Datsun through the beaded curtain of rain that ran headlong from the gutterless roof.

He took two silent steps forward, grabbed the guy by the back of his hair, and jammed the point of the pen into the hollow behind the big guys ear. The guy made a surprisingly fast move to duck and turn, but Corso moved with him, increasing the pressure on the pen until it threatened to burst his eardrum, lifting him up onto his tiptoes, as if he were climbing a ladder.

Easy noweasy now, the big guy chanted in a strained tenor.

Corso recognized the voice. Pulled the pen back and spun the guy around. The guy rubbed behind his ear. Scowled. What the hells with the Apache routine, Frank? he asked. You could seriously piss a guy off with that kind of shit.

Apache, my ass. I should be asking you whats with the lurking routine?

The big guy patted the hair at the back of his head. His face was red. Im a professional lurker, Frank. Remember? Im a detective. Lurkers Are Us.

Corso slipped his shoes onto his feet, shouldered his way past the guy, and headed back to the car. The guy followed Corso into the rain.

You dont generate much paperwork, Frank, he said to Corsos back. You dont exactly leave a guy a lot of choices when it comes to finding you.

Might lead some guys to figure I dont want to be found, Corso said. He stuck his head inside the car.

Took me damn near two hours yammering on the phone, the guy complained as he ambled through the downpour.

Come over here and make your big ass useful, Corso said.

The big man crossed the parking lot to Corsos side. Both men stood six-four, but that was where the similarities ended. Corso had a loose-jointed, raw-boned quality about him. Leo Waterman was big all over. Fingers twice the size of Corsos. One of those guys you could hit with a shovel, only to have him rise from the ground, smiling at you, with blood on his teeth. That was Leos edge, what made him a good private investigator. By the time you figured out he was about three times as smart as youd imagined, it was too late. You were screwed. Worse yet, if you had a problem with it, Leo doubled as his own complaint department.

Corso straightened up. Heaved a sigh. Looked the big man in the eye.

How you been, Leo? Corso asked.

Hangin in there, Frank.

Corso clapped him on the shoulder. Good to see you again. Hows Rebecca?

Dating a gynecologist.

Sorry to hear that, Leo. You guys were together a long time.

Leo looked off into the distance. Yeah, he said. Almost twenty years. She says Im not emotionally available.

Whats that mean?

Damned if I know, Leo said. Ive been trying to work up a picture of it for the past four months sos I could fake it.

Sorry to hear it, Corso said again.

Leo made a face. Not only am I back to eating my own cooking, but Im so horny the crack of dawn better be careful around me, he said.

A gynecologist, huh?

Hes thirty, Leo said. Named Brendan.

I remember when thirty sounded so old, Corso mused.

Yeah, me too, Leo said miserably.

They stood for a moment, sharing a silent grimace with the rain.

Grab ahold here, Corso said.

Leo stepped around the corner of the car. A Rolls marine battery. Two hundred or so pounds of lead and acid with a plastic handle at each end.

Together the two men carried the battery down the ramp to the dock. Set it down while Corso unlocked the chain-link gate to C dock and then lugged it all the way out to the end. By the time they set the load down, Corso was heeled so far over on one side his knuckles threatened to drag on the dock and his hand felt as if it was being cut in two. Leo didnt seem to notice either Corsos discomfort or the weight of the load. Corso reckoned how if he were Brendan the gynecologist, hed make it a point to stay a long way from Leo.

Leo looked the boat over. Whistled. Yours, huh? he asked.

Corso allowed how it surely was.

This true-crime writing shit must really pay, Leo said. Maybe I oughta pen my memoirs. He walked along the slip, taking the boat in. How big?

Fifty-one feet, Corso said. A Monk design.

A beauty.

Think of it as my house and it wont seem so extravagant, Corso said. I live aboard. Corso stepped up onto his combination dock box and boarding stairs. Come on, he said, stepping over the rail onto the deck.

Leo reached down, grabbed both of the handles, and, without so much as a grunt, set the battery on the rail. Corso thought he might have detected the hint of a smile forming on Leos lips. Corso spread his feet wide, grabbed the handles, and pulled upward. Nothing. Corso looked down at Leo, who was openly grinning now.

Awkward angle, Corso said.

Leo just kept smiling. Annoyed now, Corso yanked the battery for all he was worth, getting just enough clearance to allow the load to bang down onto the deck between his feet. The big boat rocked from the impact, but he still had his toes. Thank God for inch-and-a-half-thick teak decks.

Corso slid the door open and stepped into the boat. Leo climbed aboard. Still smiling. Ya didnt hurt yourself, did ya, Frank?

Stop grinning at me, goddamn it, Corso snapped.

Leo used a massive hand to wipe the smile from his face, then nodded at the battery. Wheres this baby go? he asked.

Corso pointed to the floor beneath his feet. Down in the engine room, he said.

Why dont we put it down there? Wouldnt want you to sink the damn boat. Its way too pretty for that.

Corso had spent just enough time around Leo to know this was the only chance he was going to get. With Leo, it wasnt a good idea to go all demure at a time like this. You made any noise about how you could handle it on your own and Leo was just the guy to give you a wink and allow how he knew all along you could.

Corso grabbed a D-ring in the teak-planked floor and pulled up a four-by-four-foot section of floor. Before he could set the hatch aside and lend a hand, Leo swung the battery over to the edge of the opening. He dropped to his knees, then down onto his belly, grabbed the handles, and managed to set the battery down gently in the engine compartment. As he worked the hatch back into place, Corso thought, once again, that if he were Dr. Stirrups hed make it a point to give Leo a wide berth.

So, Leo said. You want to know whos looking for you?

Nope, Corso said. Couldnt give less of a shit. As soon as I get that battery installed, Im firing up and heading to the islands for a couple of weeks. A little cruising. A little fishing. Maybe some writing.

Not even curious?

Just tell em that you told me whatever you were supposed to tell me.

Actually, I wasnt supposed to tell you anything.

Leo reached into the pocket of his coat and produced a pale blue envelope. I was just asked to give you this. You dont want to read it, dont.

Corso knew the stationery right away. Shit, he said and snatched the envelope.

Mind if I look around? Leo asked.

Distracted, Corso told him to go for it. He held the envelope but didnt open it.

He vividly recalled the day her first note had arrived in the mail. Hed been sitting on a trunk in the East Village apartment, eating cornflakes out of an empty margarine tub. Waiting for the lease to expire at the end of the month and wondering what in hell he was going to do with the rest of his life. It was two weeks after the front-page saga of his disgrace and firing, and about ten days after Cynthia had packed in their lives and fled, leaving only the trunk, a brass end table, and a pile of partially addressed wedding invitations adrift on the mantel.

Bent in half and stuffed into the top of his mailbox. A plain manila envelope with a baby blue note that read:


Dear Mr. Corso,

If you would be interested in discussing a position with the Seattle Sun, please use the attached ticket to fly to Seattle on July 9, 1998. A room has been booked for you at the Sorrento Hotel. Confirmation #032011134. I look forward to seeing you at 9 A.M. on July 10, 1998, at the Seattle Sun Building, 2376 Western Avenue, Seattle, WA.



Natalie Van Der Hoven Owner-Publisher

Seattle Sun





A bit odd, to be sure, butI mean, why not? Wasnt like hed had other offers. The way Corso saw it, for the next thirty years or so, hed be lucky to land a job writing copy for a union newsletter. Why not, indeed?

She never asked him for an explanation of the New York fiasco. Just said she was a longtime fan. She also had a rather audacious plan. The kind of leap of faith only attempted by the desperate. She was willing to bet that Corsos syndication readers would follow him, regardless of what had happened in the past. She offered to give him back his press credentials. Said shed make him the Seattle Suns roving reporter. He could call his own shots. Thousand bucks a column. Expenses agreed upon in advance. No bennies.

What she wanted in return was all of his syndication revenues. After New York? Hell, it was a no-brainer. Like that old Billy Preston song: Nothin from nothin leaves nothin. So Corso had agreed. The deal had worked out for both of them. Over the past three years, shed built Corsos syndication numbers nearly back to where they had been before his firing. The extra revenue was a major factor in keeping the Seattle Sun afloat. As for Corso, hed rebuilt some measure of confidence in his own sanity and had finally finished the book hed started ten years earlier. When Those Who Favor Fire had gone to the top of the bestseller lists last year, theyd negotiated the weekly column back to twice a month. Two grand a pop.

He used his thumb to rip open the flap of the envelope. Written in her crisp schoolteacher hand it read: Same story. This time the marker is mine. Signed Natalie Van Der Hoven. A scrap of white paper waffled to the floor. Corso heaved a heavy sigh and dropped the note on the chart table. Left the paper on the floor. He knew what it said. Read the note again. Same story? Walter Leroy Himes?

Leo was out on the stern checking out the view of Lake Union and foggy Queen Anne Hill beyond. A floatplane roared north, bouncing across the choppy green water until it lurched into the sky and disappeared over Gasworks Park.

Hey, Corso yelled. Leo stepped over and poked his head into the cabin.

Himes is scheduled for execution on Saturday, right? Corso asked.

Leo made a move like he was giving himself an injection. Yeah, he said. Midnight. Walter Leroy boots up the cosmic Kool-Aid over in Walla Walla.

For over eleven weeks in 1998, a serial killer had shaken Seattle like a maraca. Eight bodies in eighty days. Eight girls strangled, raped, and thrown into Dumpsters like urban litter. Taken from crowded places, where the volume of traffic alone should have made abductions impossible. As the weeks passed and the bodies became more frequent, the killer began to take on almost mythic properties. The media started calling him the Trashman. By the end, the streets were deserted after dark, and the pressure on the Seattle Police Department to find the killer was unrelenting.

SPD had now called in the county, the state, and the FBI. They hunted and harangued and profiled and pontificated, until, like clockwork, the sixth girl was found dead in an alley below the Pike Street Market. And then the seventh girl turned up. Hysteria reigned. A chorus called for the ouster of the chief of police. Others wanted the National Guard to safeguard the streets. Then, just when they feared another body was due to be found, they finally got lucky.

Two uniformed officers in a patrol car came upon an eighteen-year-old girl, Leanne Samples, staggering down a snow-covered service road in Volunteer Park, her panties missing in action, her face scratched and bleeding, her blouse torn to shreds and hanging at her wrists. When finally calm enough to talk, she told the officers that shed been dragged into the bushes and had been in the process of being raped when the sound of the squad car caused her attacker to flee. The officers called for an aide car and all the backup in the world.

About the time Leanne Samples arrived at Harborview Medical Center, nearly a hundred cops and FBI agents swept through the park like fire ants. They found her white cotton panties beneath a dormant azalea; they also found the owner of a local auto-body shop getting a blow job from a fifteen-year-old runaway boy from Saginaw, Michigan. Most significant, however, they found a homeless transient by the name of Walter Leroy Himes playing with himself in the mens room behind the bandshell.

By the time detectives arrived at Harborview Medical Center, Leannes parents, who were members of a Christian fundamentalist congregation, had put a stop to her medical treatment. Seems they and their brethren didnt hold with any of that scientific hocus-pocus. No fluid workups, no DNA testing. No nothing. The Devils handiwork and all that, you know.

Faced with the total loss of forensic evidence, the desperate detectives showed Leanne a five-year-old mug shot of Walter Leroy Himes. After some prodding, she said yes, that was the man whod tried to rape her. Two days later, Leanne picked Walter Leroy Himes out of a six-man lineup. The rest, as they say, was history. Hell, Himes made it easy for them.

Walter Leroy Himes was, after all, everything a murdering scumbag was supposed to be. For starters, he was every bit as ugly as he was big. A mouth-breather with big red lips and truly lamentable personal hygiene. Not only was he uneducated, but he was stupid besides. Refusing a lawyer until the last moment, when Judge Spearbeck stuck him with a wet-behind-the-ears public defender who had no idea how to deal with a client who wouldnt shut up in court, who wound up duct-taped to his chair, wearing a bright orange ball gag the judge ordered from the sex shop up the street from the courthouse. The capper was that Himes turned out to have an extensive record of sex offenses. Three county convictions for public nudity back in his native North Carolina. Seems he liked to wave his winkie at schoolkids. Worse yet, hed recently done nineteen months at the Twin Rivers Correctional Facility for fondling an eleven-year-old girl in a downtown mini-mart. He had been released from prison a scant three weeks before the killings began. If ever a man was a natural to catch a rap, it was Walter Leroy Himes. And catch it he did. Big time. Eight counts of aggravated murder. Eight death sentences.

Leo stepped into the salon, sliding the teak door closed behind him. What do you think? he asked. Now that Judgment Day is close at hand, you figure old Walter Leroy wishes he hadnt kept referring to the governor as the chink?

Corso thought it over. If Himes was wired for regret, he wouldnt be on death row at all, he said finally. Leo nodded in silent agreement.

The state of Washington has never been particularly anxious to enforce its death penalty. Had Himes had sense enough to keep his mouth shut, they would have locked him up and let him appeal until he rotted. Not Himes though. NoHimes immediately tried to waive his right to appeal and demanded his death sentence be carried out posthaste. Claimed his maker knew he hadnt killed those girls. Figured when he got to wherever he was going, first thing hed do was hed rape those eight, what he called stuck-up bitches, good and proper. Give em an eternity of what he figured theyd been asking for anyway. Way Himes saw it, since he was an innocent man, they owed it to him. Needless to say, such pronouncements did little to enhance Walter Leroys popularity.

Such quantum stupidity quite naturally attracted the attention of the ACLU, which then had spent the last three years and the better part of four million dollars exhausting every legal avenue in an ill-fated effort to save Walter Leroy Himes from both the state of Washington and himself.

Leo ambled back through the boat to Corsos side. Just for my peace of mind, Frank, who owns the Datsun?

Why?

Cause you dont. You dont even have a Washington drivers license. If you owned a car or had a license, Id have been here two hours ago.

Its a dock car. Parking got to be so damn bad a bunch of us chipped in and bought it. You just sign up to use it whenever you need it. I need a car for anything serious, I rent one.

No phone number, listed or not. No utility bills under your own name. No library card. No traffic tickets. No tax bills. You dont take any of the papers. No magazine subscriptions. No cable TV. Youre not on-line with any of the local Internet providers. Youre a regular Ted Kaczynski, you know that, Corso?

Corso grinned. Sojust for my peace of mind, how did you find me?

Pizza, Leo said. Pagliaccis has everybody in town whos ever ordered a pizza in their database. He eyed Corso. AnchovyJesus, man.

Corso washed his hands in the sink and then dried them with a paper towel.

Since you just fucked up my fishing plans and quite possibly my life, how about you giving me a ride down to the Sun? Somebody else is signed up for the car this afternoon. His tone had a resigned quality Leo had never heard before.

Leo held up a moderating hand. I dont know what this is about, Frank, and quite honestly, I dont give a shit, but whatever it isif you dont want to do it, then dont.

Easier said than done.

I gave up guilt for Lent, Leo said. Maybe you ought to do the same.

What if youre actually guilty? Corso asked.

Theres always denial.

Lets go, Corso said.

They were halfway back to the gate when Leo said, Whaddya think, Frank? You figure gynecologistsyou knowknow stuff that the rest of us dont?

Corso pulled open the gate. What kind of stuff?

Leo waved a big hand. You knowtechniques He shot Corso a quick glance. You knowlike in bed.

How long did you say it took you to find me?

Couple hours. Why?

How long do you think it would have taken Brendan the gynecologist?

Leo gave the question serious consideration.

Sorry I asked, the big guy said.









Chapter 3




Monday, September 17
2:58 P.M. Day 1 of 6

Looked kinda like an older version of that karate movie guy. Steven Somethingorother. The guy with the long black ponytail. Bill Post tried to recall the actors name. YeahSteven Something. The guy pulled the door open and strode into the lobby. Without so much as a by-your-leave, he took a hard left and headed for the elevator. What the hell

Post scrambled out from behind the desk. Heyheythere, he said. This is a full security area, you cant just Bill Post reached out and grabbed the guy by the shoulder. Next thing he knew, ponytail had ahold of his hand. With his thumb, the guy found some pressure point in the soft meat between Posts thumb and forefinger, sending an electric shock up the length of the old mans arm. The arm dropped uselessly to Posts side. Damn. Post flapped his wing like an injured bird.

Now theres no cause to be, the old man sputtered. Rubbing his hand and trying to shake some feeling back into his palsied arm. I can get the cops down here, if you want. You think youre Mr.

Ponytail pulled something out of the pocket of his black overcoat with one hand and pushed the elevator button with the other. A press credential. With his working arm, Post reached for the laminated card but the guy pulled it back, out of reach. A muted ding announced the elevators arrival. He tilted his head back, squinted at the card: THE SEATTLE SUN. Frank Corso. The picture had short hair, but it was him all right.

Post began to stammer. Ohwell, thenyessorry, Mr. Corso.

Corso stepped into the elevator.

Im supposed to send you to the second-floor lunchroom, Post said.

The door slid shut.

Post turned and headed back to his desk. The elevator bell sounded again.

Hey, a voice called.

Post turned back. Corso again.

Sorry about the hand, he said. You okay?

Post stopped trying to shake the feeling back into his arm.

Its nothin, he said. Ill be fine.

Im a little jumpy sometimes, Corso explained. I think maybe I spend a little too much time alone.

Post said he understood. Watched as Corso got back in the elevator and the steel door again slid closed. Post went back to massaging his arm as he stood and stared at the door for a moment. Seagal. Thats it, damnit. He looks like Steven Seagal.

He smiled as he started back toward his desk. Nothin wrong with my memory. No, sir. Nothin at all.


The minute he pulled open the door, Corso knew what was going on. Six days before Walter Leroy Himess scheduled execution and shed changed her tune. What he couldnt fathom, however, was what it had to do with him. Sure, hed covered the trial for the Sun. His first big story in Seattle and damn near his last. Hed spoken to Leanne a couple of times. Interviewed her once. So what?

Fresh from the debacle in New York, Corso had found himself the only person in the Pacific Northwest who thought Himes had gotten the shaft and had insisted on writing a dissent. It started: If Walter Leroy Himes hadnt existed, local law enforcement surely would have invented him. Hawes, on the other hand, quite rightly saw any dissent whatsoever as a public relations nightmare and had refused the piece. Corso went upstairs. Reminded Mrs. V. of their agreement. Mrs. V. said, Run it, and the most unpopular piece of journalism in the citys history had appeared on page one the next morning.

Public furor had been costly. From Corsos end, the piece had motivated a couple of outraged rednecks from Kent to damn near beat him to death with tire irons. As for the paper, the Seattle Sun lost four thousand subscribers, 8 percent of its advertising revenue, and thus was forced to abandon its century-old broad-sheet format. If Hawes had had his way, it would have cost Corso his job. Maybe his life. Corso was amazed when Mrs. V. chalked it off to experience. Hed gone to her office and handed her his handwritten IOU. I owe you another one, hed said. Shed agreed and tucked the slip of paper away for a rainy day. Like today.

Hawes read the girls startled expression. Looked back over his shoulder and then got to his feet. He said something to Leanne. She nodded. Hawes crossed the room to Corsos side. He gestured with his head and then led Corso over to an uninhabited corner of the room.

She says she lied at the Himes trial.

So what?

Thats all shell say. She insists on talking to you.

Why me?

Hawes sneered at him. Funny, but Ive been asking myself that very question.

I dont need this shit, Corso said.

Hawes had his jaw clamped so hard he looked like a largemouth bass.

Corso removed his coat and folded it over his left arm. Tell Mrs. V. Ill be up when I get through chatting with Leanne. Hawes nodded. Corso excused himself and walked across the room. Leanne squirmed in her seat. From six feet away, Corso could see that the rim of the paper Pepsi cup in front of her had been picked to shreds. Two other similarly shredded cups leaned against the wall. Bits of waxed paper littered the table.

Instead of taking Hawess seat across the table from Leanne, Corso slid onto the bench next to her. Eyes wide, she scooted over by the wall. Long time no see, Miss Samples, he said. She nodded. It is still Miss Samples, isnt it?

Leanne managed an uncertain smile and said why of course it was still Miss.

I thought maybe some young man might have spirited you away by now, he said. Off to the Casbah or something.

The young woman reddened and hid her face with her hands.

Stop it, she said with a giggle.

She hadnt changed a great deal. Same wide-open face and deep-set eyes. Her brown hair was, if anything, thicker, and she might have lost a little weight. She was, what? Twenty-one or so now. Shed been something like eighteen at the time. Probably not the PC nomenclature anymore, but, back then, Corso had decided that slow was the proper term for Leanne Samples. Eventually, Leanne got to the right answer. It just took her a bit longer than it did most folks.

Leanne, Corso began. I hope you wont mind if we get right down to business here. She nodded. Did you tell Mr. Hawes that Mr. Himes did not attempt to rape you? Is that what you told him? Before she could answer, Corso waved a finger in her face. Becauseif you areI mean, girl, Ive got to tell you right up front what a serious matter youre getting yourself into here.

She was chewing her thumb. Moving her head up and down.

I did, she said softly.

The bench squeaked as Corso leaned back against the wall. His scalp tingled.

Now why would a nice girl like you want to do a thing like that, Leanne? Why would you want to go and tell a lie about something so important?

She thought it over. I was scared, she said finally.

Scared of what?

Of my parents.

Why would you be afraid of your parents?

I thought I was pregnant.

Pregnant by whom?

She shrugged. Some boy from school. She pulled her hand from her mouth and waved it as if she were shooing a fly. You remember my parents She looked pleadingly at Corso. He nodded. Theyd go crazy, she said. Theyd

So you

So I went to the park. I tore up my clothesscratched myself Unconsciously, she brought her fingertips to her cheek. You know, to make it look like I was attacked. Soyou knowin case I turned out to be pregnantI could say Id been

What did you think the cops would do? he pressed.

There werent supposed to be any police, she blurted out.

The lunchroom fell silent around them. She looked around. She started her thumb to her mouth, caught herself, jammed it back in her lap.

I was just going to go home and tell my parents. That was all, she whispered. Theyd keep the shame in the family. Its their way. She waved her hand again. The policemen just drove up. I didnt

You identified a picture of Mr. Himes.

They kept asking me to look again and look again and look again. I didnt know what else to do, she whined.

You picked him out of a lineup.

He was the man in the picture, she said. I thought

You testified in court, Corso interrupted.

She began to cry. Theyre going to kill him. I never thoughtI thought

You thought what? Corso pushed.

Her shoulders shook as she began to sob. I thought he was a bad man and that they would put him away where he could get better and not hurt anybody.

Over the top of her head, he could see that the room had nearly stopped again as people realized who they were. The air was still and electrically charged, like in the seconds before a cloudburst.

Have you been to the authorities?

Her eyes again filled with tears. When she nodded, droplets rolled down her cheeks. They didnt believe me. They said Id have to go to jail.

Corso wasnt surprised. Recanting testimony was nearly impossible. Careers were at stake even in low-profile cases. In a case as emotionally charged as Walter Leroy Himess, God only knew how far theyd go to cover their collective asses.

Who did you talk to? he asked.

She picked her purse up from the floor. Her hand came out with a business card. County seal. Assistant District Attorney. Timothy Beal.

And then they brought some other men in. They said I was a liar.

She began to cry in earnest now. Corso waited as she found a twisted Kleenex in her coat pocket and applied it to her dripping nose. With the other hand, she fumbled in her purse and produced a yellowed and much-fingered piece of newsprint. I showed them your article about how Mr. Himes was innocent. And you know what? She didnt wait for an answer. They said you were a liar too. That you got fired for printing lies. And that was why you were working here instead of wherever you used to work.

Corso kept





















































OEBPS/MSRCover.png
G.M. FORD

FURY





OEBPS/logo.jpg
& HarperCollins e-books





